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A Poem About Death 


Author's Notes: 

| recently watched an interview where Duff was talking about when his drinking got so bad his pancreas 
literally burst. So | wrote a poem about it. Sorry if it sucks. | was just trying something new. 

| own no part of Duff's music, his band, or anything else to do with him. | just write fics for fun. 


This is not how | wanted to meet you. 

Awoken in my hospital bed by your screams. 

| was in for a suicide attempt. 

Activated charcoal stained my gown as | wondered. 


What the hell was making that noise? 


The noise grew louder as you were wheeled into my room. 


| didn't know who you were at first. 

You were just a screaming mess of a body. 

Doctors were so sure you were going to die. 

A chaplain was already brought to the room. 

A typically strong paramedic was in tears. 

Someone said the name "Mr. McKagan". 

It didn't quite hit me at first. 

Then | happened to glance over. 

| noticed your blonde hair and black leather gloves. 

The realization hit my heart like someone had sat on it. 

| turned my wrist over, revealing a Guns N Roses tattoo. 
| pumped 50 pills down my throat while listening to "Fall to Pieces". 
This couldn't be you. 

My hero wasn't meant to die. 

But that was slowly coming to light. 

Your screams were blood curdling. 

| could hear the end of life in them. 

Doctors mentioned something about your pancreas. 

They said you were bleeding internally. 

Orders were made for tests and emergency surgery. 


The doctor tapped your swollen abdomen with his palms. 


The scream you made when he did so made my blood run cold. 
But not as much as your reaction afterwards. 

You stopped squirming. 

There were no more screams. 

Before you told the nurses as much, | knew. 

You were prepared to die. 

| wanted to hold your hand and tell you life was worth living. 
It would sound pretty funny. 

Considering | just attempted suicide. 

But my heart couldn't bear it. 

It couldn't bear looking at someone who wanted to die. 
| happened to glance over as you looked towards me. 
The look in your eyes was vacant. 

There was a final decision made within them. 

You opened your mouth to tell me something. 

But instead you looked away. 

You were too afraid to tell someone. 

Your time was over. 

| wish you would have spoken up. 

Then | could have at least offered reassurance. 

But | could only watch as my hero prepared himself. 


A chaplain stood over you as you prepared yourself to die. 


| wanted to be the voice that told you, "Don't die, Duff" 

| wanted to be the voice that told you, "There are people who love you." 
But then | remembered those suffering screams. 

Those screams signified that you were ready. 

| couldn't deny my hero his final wish. 

So | let you welcome the end with open arms. 


It was the only way | could tell you that | love you. 


